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the side of the stove, and then threw into the aperture the most
auspicious-looking of the pieces, *;Well! I'll be getting home,
Nance," he said. "You'll be all right, won't 5ee?" He moved up
to a small cupboard and shamelessly opened it. "Yes, you've got
some tea and some biscuits, I see. Have you got anything to
read?" He looked round, but could see nothing except Tittie
Petherton's great family Bible. Being the man he was, this par-
ticular work seemed in some way inadequate for a night-long
vigil. He searched his great overcoat pockets and giving a grunt
of satisfaction extracted from one of them a small copy of White's
Selborne. This he presented to the watcher with many nods and
smiles. " 'Twill help 'ee awake or send 'ee to sleep, Nance, just
as 'ee do have a mind!" Like Geard of Glastonbury, Mr. Dekker
was always ready to revert at a pinch to the West-Country turns of
speech. In sheer physical relief at escaping from the strain of
Tittie Petherton's suffering the good man now rubbed his big
hands together and chuckled benevolently. For the last quarter
of an hour he had forgotten Whitelake Cottage! Thus, in the huge
compensatory ebb and flow of great creative Nature, one tension
of human feeling has the power of ejecting, or completely can-
celling, another strain of feeling. For the emotional tension of a
frustrated passion there is no better cure than to spend an hour
or two in the presence of terrible bodily anguish. Mat Dekker
was not an idealist, but he was a man of a proud and stormy
heart, and what he had seen tonight had had the famous Aris-
totelian effect upon him. As he walked rapidly home, however,
down George Street and High Street and Silver Street, this
catharsis relaxed its calming force. By the time he reached the
gate of his Vicarage, poor Tittie and her heretical hypnotist were
forgotten. He found his heart beating, his pulses throbbing, to
the old fatal tune. Had Sam come back?
He strode up the winding driveway and burst into the hall of
his house. "Penny!" he shouted. "Penny!" The old servant came
grumbling and blinking out of her kitchen where she had been
asleep in her chair. "Has Sam come home?" he enquired sternly.
"Not that I knows, Master," the woman answered; "not unless
he crept upstairs on his stockinged feet."
Mat Dekker ran upstairs just as he was, too perturbed in